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A Disclaimer in Lieu of a Foreword

Like Simon Peter, I will start by denying everything.

All the characters and events described in this novel are fictitious, and any similarity to real people alive or dead is purely coincidental.

As, indeed, are the articles, posts, television and radio programs, blogs and bloggers featured in it.

All references to real celebrities and rock stars have been made as a tribute with a genuine sense of reverence for their persons and their work.

All songs found on the pages of this novel are the work of its author. So, if you don’t like them, you know who to blame.

The author reserves the right to disagree with his characters’ opinions, words and values, but finds it in his heart to love them all the same.

This book contains sufficient levels of profanity, nudity and violence to make it unsuitable for all children and, indeed, some adults of a certain disposition.

The author is perfectly aware that this work will never achieve canonical status and will be considered apocryphal but is not remotely bothered by such considerations.

The only thing the author isn’t sure about is whether Jesus should be considered a real-life historical character or a fictional superhero. He has therefore resolved to let his readers decide this question for themselves.

But all the same, as Galileo said to the Inquisition: “And yet it moves!”


Track 01 — Intro

Spotlights flash directly into the eyes, and a shock wave of sound rolls over the auditorium like a tsunami, crashing down in a wall of noise from the stage right onto the fan zone, spinning the dense scrum of spectators like a violent whirlpool.

The intense light continues to strobe relentlessly, scrambling retinas, pupils and minds. The sheer energy of Steve’s introductory guitar riff sets hearts pounding and hands raised overhead in clenched fists or the sign of the horns.

There was a good reason Loyal Revolt had chosen Patient Zero to open their set. From the outset, it captivates its listeners with the rolling rhythm of its opening chords. Steve’s explosive, jagged riffs intertwined with Claudio’s dark, rhythmic bass guitar rumble and the increasingly neurotic percussive pulse of Markus’s drums.

But then there is a brief lull in the high-voltage intro, and Dave kicks in with the first verse. At first, his delivery is measured, almost recitative, but then gradually the pressure and harshness in his voice builds.

Trapped in this ruthless and useless cold third world war

The ideological warfare of roses and cross

I am patient zero, I’m at zero point

I am an origin vector of threats and loss

Headstrong can see the audience’s response, he senses them, reaches out to them, sharing with them his pain and the challenge he is hurling right into the face of society and the system. The tremulating vibrations of his voice elicit an enraptured roar from the throats of the thousands-strong throng. This huge ravening pack is starving and ready to tear the world to shreds.

In the volcano’s maw of political franchises

Honor is cheaper than silver and thinner than ice

I’m the elusive trespasser of all borders and limits

I have access to every heart and every known device

And without letting them catch their breath and without a bridge, Dave relentlessly powers into the chorus, letting his lyrics rip into the back rows of the hall, the entire population of the neighboring city and every person in the world who would prefer to ignore his music and avoid contemplating his ideas.

However, this time around

I’ll depart from the script

As right here and now

Our souls…

“Right, stop there. Can you roll back to the end of that verse, Mikko? Right there, look, camera three, see? Just before the chorus, where Steve does his short riff, and flashes his wolfish grin right into the camera. Let’s take that shot and immediately transition to the chorus, okay?”

“No problem, Dave.”

Seated in his own recording company’s cutting room, Headstrong was personally supervising the edit of the band’s video, offering suggestions and comments. Not that he doubted the quality of his video production department, and especially the skill of Mikko Järvi, who was on the wish list of many a Hollywood studio. It was just that Dave loved working with every aspect of music, he loved to immerse himself in the technical process and sense for himself first-hand how something amazing and beautiful might be born from the raw recorded material.

And the technical team really did listen to his opinions. This was not just because he was the frontman and leader of the band whose album launch they were currently working on. And not just because he owned a controlling stake in the recording studio and, in effect, was their employer, but because Headstrong was an excellent producer who was a genuine perfectionist with a subtle sense of music.

“Perfect. I reckon we should have more shots like that, don’t you think? As soon as you can draw the attention away from me and back to the guys, make it powerful and full of drive, if camera three or four get a good shot of any of them in the middle of an interesting solo, then focus on that.”

“Okay,” the engineer nodded, continuing to check the recordings from all six cameras and selecting the relevant shots.

“Let’s see what we’ve got from the middle of the verse, Mikko.”

However, this time around

I’ll depart from the script

As right here and now

Our souls and our minds are unzipped

The vicious circle is rent

Smashing shackles and chains of illusion

Follow me, my friend

I’m patient zero of the revolution

“That’s awesome.” Headstrong pounded the table in satisfaction. “Now when it comes to the stadium, let’s use the flying boom camera shots over the heads of the audience sparingly, say, once or twice per song, just to give the viewers an idea just how many people there were at the concert.”

“Okay.”

“And try to use cameras five and six to the max to show the crowd during the chorus.”

“Are you sure?” Järvi looked at him doubtfully, “It’s customary to concentrate on the audience during the bridges and solos, and the chorus is the best time to get a close-up of you from camera two.”

“I get where you’re coming from, Mikko, but I want more emotions on the crowd’s faces and they are at their loudest during the choruses when they’re singing along.”

“You’ve got a point.”

“I want to see their burning eyes, their bared teeth, the veins throbbing on their necks, the sweat on their screaming faces, I need their adoration, their determined resolve and their disgust at the world — the whole gamut of their extreme emotions in extreme close-up. I want to see their total engagement and focus. We need every single person who watches this DVD to experience the same emotions as the crowd who were in the stadium that day. I want them to feel the same power of the sound, I want them to be blinded by the dancing of spotlights, for the smoke, fire and lasers to bring them to the same frenzied climax.”

“Let’s do it,” Mikko nodded.

“I want our music to penetrate the very souls of our viewers, I want to rock the fuck out of this indifferent inert world, to shake the shit out of it, wake it up and make it feel, think and act.”

In the eye of the storm of foul secrets and fears

I’m free to be no one, just to be my own man

In the abyss of blind faith and hackneyed ideas

I’m sick of being what I am and what I eat

In a scum-filled maze of filthy human dregs

I grope my way through sweet swamps of sickly lies

The world in a swirl of rituals, myths and shit

Votes again for tyrants, cheats, fools and spies

However, this time around

I’ll depart from the script

As right here and now

Our souls and our minds are unzipped

The vicious circle is rent

Smashing shackles and chains of illusion

Follow me, my friend

I’m patient zero of the revolution

Patient zero

Of the revolution

I’m patient zero

Of the revolution

♫♫♫

I often wonder how I ended up in the body of David Headstrong because you’d be hard put to find a more inappropriate and objectionable figure if you tried.

He was the idol of elderly rock connoisseurs and all-consuming youth alike. Edgy, dangerous bikers and well-groomed hipsters. Americans and Albanians. Men and women.

His wild rambunctiousness was as charming as his intransigence and intolerance were shocking. A singer who rebelled against God and the Church, against society and its conventions, against faith and religion. A man notorious for his eccentric delinquent antics. A walking headache for the Church, the police and lawyers the world over. And a walking goldmine for the paparazzi, the media and yes, lawyers the world over.

So, how did he win over the attention of all these conflicting constituencies and congregations? With his open sincerity? With his bold call to pull down the pillars and foundations that have stood the test of time over many centuries? With his rebellious spirit that was simultaneously so lacking and so desperately needed in our times? With his candid lyrics and visceral music? With his potent melodic voice that one moment would soar up to the heavens to join the angelic hosts and then crash back down with a hoarse infernal growl the next?

Or did he have some sort of innate elusive charismatic quality that distinguished him from the crowd? Some God-given quality? Or was it Devil-given?

There’s no question that he could ever have been considered a Satanist, he would never have proclaimed himself the Antichrist, or eaten innocent babies for breakfast and bathe in the blood of virgins. But sometimes it seems that he was born to be a thorn in the side of the forces of heaven.

Wherever the truth lies, he was a terrible choice. Perhaps I should have been more thorough in preparing for my return. Perhaps, I should have selected the most suitable candidates, studying every nuance of their character comprehensively before deciding on the human vessel that I would be moving into.

I realize that my excuses must sound like the pathetic whining of a child, but, unfortunately, there’s nothing I can do about it now. I was just caught completely off-balance when I found out that I was going to be given a second chance. It was all a bit of a surprise because for the last two millennia, I had been constantly trying and failing to persuade my Father to allow me to return. And then suddenly, out of the blue… Without the slightest hint or preamble, He just asked me whether I’m ready. Damn it, I’ve been incapable of thinking about anything else.

I had beseeched my Father about it and longed for and dreamed of being given a second chance. I imagined what I would do right down to the finest detail. I worked through all the subtleties and nuances of each new sermon, each new parable. I developed ideas for the most incredible miracles, I thought everything through. You could call it my business plan if you like. It included a plan “A”, a plan “B” and so on right through all the known alphabets of the universe, along with any number of bifurcating and parallel scenarios. After all this time, I should have learned something useful from you. And in order not to allow failure of the second coming, I prepared extremely hard. After all, I’d been working on it for over two thousand long years.

But I wasn’t prepared for this…

Once again, my Father decided everything for me. He decided that the human race deserved to be given this final chance, this final test. That His intervention in the fate of mankind would depend on the success of my mission. To execute or to pardon — that is the question. Everything or oblivion are tough enough odds at the best of times.

And I would have never doubted my success if it weren’t for the severe restrictions that he decided to impose on me. These hadn’t been in my calculations even for my worst-scenario plan Z. They hadn’t featured in any of my plans, to be honest. I am to be granted no miracles or divine intervention. No superhuman powers. No virgin birth, because I was not going to be allowed to return as a child messiah again. For my new mission, I would just have to choose the body of one of the mortals already living in your world and move into it.

Simples…! Which might have been easy enough for Him! But how do you go about choosing a vessel worthy of this vital mission from the billions of people now walking the Earth? The one whose mouth would proclaim my sacred truths. The one whose face would remain on the icons throughout eternity. The one whose name would be praised throughout the ages. The one who would act as the bridge between God and Man. The door to a new era. The key to the gates of Paradise. The guiding star. The prophet and the Messiah. The right hand of the Father. The Holy Grail, the vessel bearing the Spirit of God on Earth…

I cast my attention towards the Earth and, in an instant, millions, billions of faces flashed before my eyes. Some seemed more suitable for this mission than others. But somehow, no matter how I tried, a genuinely ideal candidate was not immediately forthcoming. And what difference did it make, I asked myself. The most important thing was that I would once again be living among my people, working my miracles, strengthening their faith and bringing love to the world.

What difference did it make, which body I would inhabit? The main thing was to get myself back here, and then I would sort the rest out when I came to it, right? All this stuff about “no miracles and divine powers”, couldn’t be serious, right? I’d come up with some way of getting around it. After all, rules only exist to be bent and broken, right? Especially when it’s ultimately for the good of all mankind. And when all’s said and done, I am God, after all! There’s nothing I can’t do and that’s all there is to it!

The vessel and body really weren’t going to be that important, the main thing was to get back as soon as possible. I was ready. I had been ready for eternity.

For such a supernatural entity as my Father, my haste, spontaneity and hot-headedness seemed most out of character… For Him, everything should have its own meaning, purpose, path and plan. Perhaps I shouldn’t have been so reckless and thought through all the possible consequences.

Because no sooner had I made my decision than the die was cast, and I became Dave the Headstrong, Dave the brawler, the blasphemer, the lecher and rebel, Dave the new Messiah…


Track 02 — Burn Down Your House, Baby!

From the Loyal Revolt official website:

…The band is proud to present its second studio album “Burn Down Your House, Baby!”. The album was released by Human Media Records on CD and limited-edition vinyl. There will be a deluxe edition of the album’s video DVD, which will include two bonus tracks.

Featuring:

David Headstrong — vocals, guitars

Stephen Rayne — guitars

Markus Schreiber — drums

Claudio Neri — bass guitar

Howard Clark — keyboards, programming

All music written by: David Headstrong except 3, 4, 7, 9 (Headstrong/Rayne)

Lyrics: David Headstrong

The world promotion tour for “Burn Down Your House, Baby!” will kick off in March with a show in…

♫♫♫

“Hello, Vegas!” Dave growled, moving closer to the microphone as the last chords faded away, and then spread his arms wide as if trying to embrace the entire audience. “As gamblers go, you are on fire today! And I don’t give a shit if you bet on red, black or zero, I still love you all for being with us here! We all love you!”

“Bollocks!” Markus yelled out, cupping his hands to his mouth.

The drummer was lounging on a lazy bag with a sour expression on his face giving the thumbs-down sign. Steve, Howie and Claudio were sprawled nearby on similar bags in a small semicircle opposite the imaginary stage that Dave was standing on with his beloved Gibson ‘57 in one hand while disappointedly scratching his unshaven chin with the other.

As usual, the band had gathered in the rehearsal room that Dave had built in an annexe next to his house. It was a bright lofty space with large windows, finished with wooden acoustic panels, a soundproof screen for the drums and a small studio for recording demo material. This base had become the band’s favorite lair, many songs had been written, many videos recorded and many a beer taken here; indeed, a lot had happened in this place.

The wall at one end was built out of rough brick that had been painted white. It had become a signature backdrop for many of their promotional photos and videos. The band had never skimped on providing their fans with regular live content as well as posting all sorts of extras on their official website, YouTube channel, and social media.

Today’s rehearsal had been an unusual one. First, the band worked out the full concert program for the upcoming “Burn Down Your House, Baby!” promotional tour. They had run through the entire set as well as a few extra songs and backup options. They had also worked out a short acoustic set that they were planning to include in several cities.

And now, after dinner, they were sitting in Headstrong’s living room watching the final draft edit of the album’s promotional video on the big screen.

“I always find it really weird seeing myself on film,” Howie chuckled, sipping his beer. “Mind you, it would be even stranger watching yourself live on stage.”

“Well, we could always kick you out of the band and you could listen from the crowd to your heart’s content,” Schreiber remarked drily in his booming bass voice from a huge leather armchair.

Howie was sitting on the couch next to Dave and Steve, towering half a head over the two of them. His unusual height allowed him to look down on the drummer and fix him with a particularly withering look.

“What do you mean — kick me out? And what would that be for?”

“Drunkenness and debauchery, for starters and that’s just off the top of my head!” Markus shrugged.

“Ha!” Howie raised his beer bottle in a mock toast. “If it’s a drinking and debauchery competition — you’ll have to give Headstrong the boot first and then me, you assholes.”

Laughing, Dave flung his arm around Howard’s shoulder and pulled him towards him.

“That’s what I love about this guy, it’s his logic and consistency. Sometimes it seems to me that he’s the band’s brain — its nerve center.”

“If he’s the brains — does that make you the band’s cock?” the drummer bantered.

“If that’s the case, then you, Schreib, must be the band’s belly — you eat more than the rest of us combined!”

While everyone was laughing, Steve nudged Claudio, who was sitting next to the sofa in another large armchair:

“Hey, Neri, let’s get out of here while the going’s good, otherwise these half-wits will end up sticking an anatomical label on us too.”

“You have nothing to fear, my friend.” Headstrong flung his other arm around Rayne’s shoulder and squeezed him tightly. “Everyone knows that you are the heart of Loyal Revolt.”

Steve smiled in response and squeezed Dave’s hand on his shoulder. His boyish impish grin could melt the stoniest and iciest heart and had precisely done that to many of the band’s female fans.

With his blond hair and cheery demeanour, the guitarist seemed like a ray of sunshine in the midst of his dark glowering bandmates, and he truly was the team’s beating heart, providing peace, balance and harmony in even the most intense moments of their work.

“That’s not fair, I should be the heart,” Claudio grumbled, fiddling with his suspenders, worn over his white T-shirt, “it’s the heart that sets the rhythm for the body.”

The rest of the band looked at each other for a second and then burst out laughing. Howard almost fell off the couch, choking with laughter and wiping away the tears.

“What’s so funny?” Neri said, baffled.

“Dude, don’t listen to them,” Steve laughed. “You’re definitely right about one thing, the bass is more primordial and, in some ways, even more important than lead guitar, so I’m quite happy to let you be my atrium.”

“Your what?” the bass player frowned. “Well, you can go fuck yourself with the rest of them, Rayne!”

Either he had failed to understand what an atrium was, despite the word having Latin roots, like Claudio himself, or he hadn’t been paying attention during his school anatomy classes. Or perhaps he had confused the atrium with some other less flattering organ. Whatever the case, he looked visibly hurt.

“I’m sorry guys, I can’t take any more of this,” Howie brushed the tears from his eyes before setting his empty beer bottle on the coffee table. “You lot are welcome to goof around as much as you like, but I need a coffee. Or should I say two?”

“You’ve got a point! Yaaaaawww!”

Schreiber rubbed his eyes and yawned loudly as he got up from his chair. The stocky drummer sounded rather like a bear that’s just crawled out of its lair after a long hibernation. And indeed, he looked like a grizzly too, only a short one with a close-cut Mohawk and small pointy beard.

“Sorry about that, guys. I’m really sleepy.”

“I’ll get it,” Clark nodded, heading towards the espresso machine in the kitchen. “Who else would like one?”

Tall and slightly gangly, the keyboard player seemed to be the diametric opposite of Markus. He did not like to engage in unproductive banter, preferring to sit quietly on the sidelines, tuned into his own wavelength, avoiding unnecessary conflicts.

While the coffee machine was buzzing, the wisecracks subsided and the musicians went back to the serious job of discussing the promotional video. A couple of minutes later, Howie had already brought in a couple of double espressos for himself and Markus, along with an Americano for Steve. Dave got up to help carry in his espresso and another one for Neri.

Clark drank his coffee with relish and joined the discussion.

“You know what I didn’t like very much? Dave’s greeting to the crowd.”

“You’re kidding me,” Headstrong reacted in surprise.

“Howie is right, Head,” Markus interjected, “it was a bit too drawn out. It’s not a big problem but perhaps worth working on before the tour starts. The way you move on stage and control your breathing is fabulous, but then you start rambling on…”

“And you do ramble on a lot,” Steve added.

“But the thing is, we’re all set to go out there to play rock and roll, and then you kick off with one of your anti-sermons against the machine for half an hour…” Claudio backed him up.

“Sooo!” Dave growled. “There’s mutiny aboard ship now, is there? You scabby dogs! Bosun! Hang the lot of them from the yardarm! Right here, right now!”

“Aye, aye, Cap’n Headstrong!” Schreiber yelled back. “Able seaman Clark, stand over there with your arms by your sides! You will serve as the mizzen mast.”

The band laughed again, and Dave caught himself yawning mid-chortle. It had been a hard, exhausting day’s rehearsal. It would soon be time to wrap up, but there were still a few issues that needed to be resolved by everyone together.

“Guys, let’s get our heads together and try not to get distracted,” he called his friends to order. “Let’s decide what’s wrong with the video, otherwise it’ll just be another thing to do tomorrow, and I have an interview then, so it would be good to get everything finished today. What’s wrong with the greeting, Howie?”

“You’re overacting. You’re overdoing it, don’t you see? It feels a bit false. And I think the audience senses it too.”

“Hmmm…” Dave twisted his wavy dark hair thoughtfully. “I understand what you mean, but I’m not sure what exactly it is that I’m doing wrong.”

“Well, let’s go to the rehearsal room and you can practice, man,” Steve got up from the sofa in one smooth movement and motioned Dave towards the exit. “Come on, move your ass.”

And so, that was how Dave found himself standing up on the stage practicing his opening greeting in front of the rest of the band. Nearby stood two more of his guitars, three of Rayne’s, Neri’s bass, and Clark’s keyboards and consoles.

“No need for all these theatrics, dude,” the drummer repeated to him, “you’re trying to be too sweet, trying to get under their skin, to please them.”

“Just be yourself,” Steve stressed, sending a luminous ray of encouragement Dave’s way. “No more, no less.”

“Hello, Boston! We’re so damn happy to see you all here today! Thank you for being with us. We love you Boston! Fuck it! It’s all your fault — you wankers! Come on, get your useless asses up from those fucking lazy bags and raise your arms over your heads like a real crowd! I want to see your hands, damn it!”

Now, when the guys got up, Dave realized that this was what had prevented him from getting into the mood earlier. Their relaxed poses, their skeptical smiles. Now that the band was standing in front of him, they, too, realized that they hadn’t been helping their frontman hit the right tone either.

Now, Dave tried again. There was no playful flirtatiousness this time and more of a harsh edginess and growling energy to it.

“Hello, Austin! Great to see you all here today! Let’s set the night alight! Our next song is simply called ‘Burn Down Your House, Baby!’”

“See, you can do it!” Howard bared his teeth and made the sign of the horns above his head.

“That’s it!” said Neri giving Dave the thumbs up.

“Keep that up for the American and then the world tour, and you might even get to keep your job,” Markus nodded.

“However!” Steve raised his index finger. “There is one small problem guys. Dave usually greets the audience after the first song.”

“Yeah. And so, what?”

“Bear with me, bro. That’s the reason why the second song should most likely be “Burn Down Your House, Baby!”. Don’t you see?”

Headstrong put his guitar on the stand and walked around the rehearsal room with his hands behind his head.

“You’re right! I think it’s time to revisit the setlist so that we can work out the right program order for our next rehearsals.”

“Guys, what am I missing?” Markus threw up his hands. “Is my coffee not doing what it’s meant to be doing?”

Steve gestured for everyone to sit back down on the lazy bags so that it would be easier for them to hear each other. And with a habitual gesture, he grabbed his gray PRS Custom 24 — he liked to quietly pluck at the strings during these sorts of discussions. It helped him to concentrate but was a little distracting for the rest of the band. Although nothing like as annoying as Claudio’s habit of strumming away on his suspenders.

Before sitting down, Dave picked up a piece of paper and a pencil from the table in the corner.

“Let me start,” the guitarist suggested. “There was something bothering me while I was watching the video but it’s only now that I realize what it was. “Patient Zero” is a great start to the album, that’s why we used it for the promo video. It’s bright, powerful and dynamic — an ideal intro for any show. But having said that, I’d still change it for the tour.”

“Why?” Dave wasn’t so much questioning his friend’s reasoning as acting as the discussion’s moderator to ensure that everyone was on the same wavelength.

“It’s too complex. There’s a lot to take on board both rhythmically and musically, it’s a bit too intricate to be the first song on the playlist. I think there’s a danger we might be asking too much of our audiences. Most of them come to our gigs to jump, scream and sing. And it might be too much too soon for them if we immediately throw them in at the deep end with “Patient Zero”.”

“Perhaps you’re right,” Headstrong agreed, scribbling something down on his bit of paper. “So, what do you suggest?”

“I would have Patient Zero a little later when the audience has warmed up.”

“I second that,” Schreiber said raising his hand, “but what are we going to start with now then? “Burn Down Your House, Baby!”?”

“That’s a good idea,” Claudio nodded, “it’s not too serious but it’s got drive and energy and it’s a great way to get the crowd going. It’s… How do you say it in English? It’s got balls?”

Judging by the general nodding of heads, everyone agreed with the proposal, and Dave noted down a number one next to the title of the song in question.

“Okay,” he said, thoughtfully looking up from his notes, “everyone is in agreement then, right?”

“Yes, and there’s another reason to start with the album’s title song,” Howard added. “If we end up doing a video of it, it will get more promotion than the others and the audience will know it better. Which means they’ll immediately start up jumping and singing along to it and we’ll soon have them warmed up.”

“Damn it! You’re right, you know. You are the brains of this outfit!” Headstrong winked at him, circling the number next to the song. “So, let’s decide what comes next.”

For several minutes they shuffled the set list in search of the best sequence. Replacing the first track required a complete rethink of the rest of the new material. But Dave could see that everyone was relieved that they’d moved away from the song sequence that had been used for the album. And that was the right thing to do because that meant the band was in agreement, and everyone was comfortable working with the order of the songs they had chosen together.

In the end, they decided to open with “Burn Down Your House, Baby!”. Followed immediately by “God Save the Kings!”, which had a similarly searing rhythm. And only after that, when the audience was properly warmed up would they play the more complex and tense, “Patient Zero”.

And then, continuing Patient Zero’s socio-religious theme, they would move on to the rock anthem “Freedom for All” with its less frantic tempo. Steve suggested that this could mark the end of the first section of faster songs and lead them into the simple ballad “Light a Star for Me”.

And after everyone, musicians and audience alike had taken a little breather, they could rush forward again with the ripsnorter “Crossing the Line”, followed by another humdinger “Burn, Witch, Burn!”.

They could then follow that with another melancholy ballad — “Blood on Your Hands”, and from there stick to the original album track list as planned.

“Am I the only one here, who wants to try out this new track list right now?” Markus asked, his question hovering in the air, and Dave saw how enthusiastically the others responded to his proposal. “Head, you’re not too tired yet, are you? Even with your interview tomorrow?”

“I’ll do it if everyone else is up for it. Just give me a few minutes to go to the office and print out the new set list so that none of us goes astray. Howie, can you grab a slab of water bottles because we’ve run out here? Thanks!”

Well, while you do that, I’ll have another coffee,” Neri rubbed his eyes, “And maybe a bite to eat, it’s about time, I reckon?”

“How ‘bout after this run-through, is that okay?” Steve asked.

“If we don’t have something soon, we’ll fade away from exhaustion.”

“Why don’t we put an order in, now, hopefully it’ll be here by the end of the rehearsal.”

“All right. But I wouldn’t say no to a piss break first.”

“Sure, bro,” Markus joined in, “taking a piss before a show is a sacred right.”

Everyone was pleased with how the songs in the set-list were bedding down, with the blocks of fast songs interspersed with calming lyrical ballads, then a slightly more relaxed pace towards the end of the concert and a couple of bonus crowd-pleasers from the first album to finish things off.

Dave removed the memory card from the camera so their manager, Frank Cutworth, would have the recording the next day. He had already e-mailed him the updated setlist while he had been waiting for it to print out. And now they also had a great live demo and a brand-new program.

“Are we going to be doing the recording on this camera the day after tomorrow as well?” Howard checked, “or is Frank going to bring in his usual cameramen?”

The recording of the short acoustic set for one of the cable networks had been scheduled for the day after next. They had decided not to complicate things by performing it in a studio, which would have required a lot of extra preparation and instead chosen to film everything at the band’s home base, here in Headstrong’s rehearsal room.

“While we’re on the subject, where is that useless fuck, Frank? Why isn’t he doing the tour planning?” Markus grumbled irritably as he munched on a huge pastrami sandwich, washing it down with large gulps of orange juice.

“He’s planning the tour right now with the label managers,” Dave assured him. “But even if he wasn’t, you know he’d never get involved in the creative process. You know what Cutworth is like. He’s only interested in the money and the admin; he always leaves us to deal with the musical routine.”

“Routine? Is that what he calls it?” Clark chuckled. “So, are we going to be getting cameramen?”

Headstrong nodded in the affirmative and, to be sure, also gave a thumbs up, because he himself was munching on a large chunk of pastrami sandwich, although it was noticeably smaller than the hungry drummer’s.

“If anyone’s taken my salmon bagel, I’m not going to be responsible for my actions,” Steve called out from the doorway on his way back from the toilet.

“Rayne, who in their right mind would eat your pescatarian muck when there’s pastrami to be had,” Claudio mumbled, his mouth full.

But the guitarist just smiled, shrugged his shoulders, and hungrily unwrapped his bagel. His groan of delight at the first bite would have made even the most shameless groupie blush.

Dave glanced at Howie, who was taking no part in the culinary merits of the meat vs fish debate, but was calmly making his way through his second smoked turkey roll. Headstrong smiled and decided not to disturb his friends while they were eating. Things would have to wait. And the pastrami was indeed very good.

“Look, guys, there’s just one last thing we need to do today, and then we can go home,” he began when everyone had finished chewing.

“Oh, no.” I’m as wrung out as a lime that’s been squeezed into a beer,” Howie groaned.

“You heretical degenerate,” Schreiber muttered. “How can you squeeze lime into beer? Unless, of course, if it’s that fizzy yellow piss that you people brew here and have the cheek to call beer.”

“Hold on, guys,” Dave tried to reason with everyone, “All I need is another half an hour of your time and we can all go home, okay? I really want to talk to you today about the draft scripts that Frank was given by the agency. I’ll be wasting the whole day tomorrow traveling to and from this interview and the day after tomorrow we have the acoustic recording. So, that’s effectively the entire week over. And it would be good for us to decide before Monday what we are filming, because we’ll need to find time for filming in the middle of the tour, to get everything coordinated, in short, it’s all still a complete pain in the ass.”

“Great,” Steve sighed wearily. “By the end of the tour, we’re all going to be like that lime that’s been squeezed into Schreib’s beer.”

“I’m not letting any of you anywhere near my beer!” the drummer shouted in mock indignation, turning his back on everyone and pretending to hide a large stein of beer from such a barbaric outrage.

“For fuck’s sake guys, cut it out!” Headstrong shouted at everyone. “I’m tired as well. I also want a beer, a shower and a sleep. And another coffee to see me through this final half an hour.”

“I’ll get it,” Rayne offered soothingly and gestured questioningly to the others to ascertain what their coffee orders were.

“Thanks, Steve. So, about the video clip. They’ve sent us two different scripts, here are the printouts, give them a read while you have your coffee.”

“Why isn’t the agency presenting it to us?”

“Because I asked them to email it over because of our busy schedule. I didn’t want to waste another half a day on pleasantries and empty chatter.”

“You’re right there.” Clark stood up and went to help Rayne get the coffees.

Dave picked up his cup and went out for a breather. It had been a hard day, the guys were tired, nervous and irritable, and he himself was barely able to hold his shit together. Fuck the beer, he wanted something stronger. A good dram of whisky would go down very well right now. He was at home after all, and he didn’t need to drive anywhere. He would have happily had a drink right now but did not want to tempt the others into turning the evening into an all-nighter.

“Are you tired?” Steve put a hand on his shoulder.

“Everyone is tired, brother,” Dave rubbed his eyes. “Let’s get back to the others. Well, have you read it?”

“Complete pile of crap,” the guitarist waved the scripts angrily as he fell into his lazy bag. “Talentless and tasteless crap at that.”

“Which of the options, do you prefer?”

“They both suck.” Steve reached for his guitar to calm his nerves.

“Sorry, girls, that’s not going cut the mustard, I’m afraid,” Headstrong grabbed a chair, turned it around and sat down on it, leaning his chin on its high back and yawning loudly. “Sod it! Even the coffee isn’t enough to keep me going. In a nutshell, we have two scripts. The first is called “Psycho Ward”, and the second “Angel”. What have you got to say about “Psycho Ward”?”

“It’s everything that we’re not about,” Rayne snapped, not even looking up from his PRS. “A crazy girl setting fire to a mental hospital? Are they for real? And we’re meant to run in dressed as firefighters who have come to put out the flames? When the patients have set the place on fire as a protest? We are not and never have been firefighters, guys. We start fires, bro! We don’t put them out!”

Normally calm and reserved, Steve was usually the one who smoothed out the team’s squabbles and was able to find compromises and keep their frontman’s stormy temper in check. But that evening, everyone was tired and on edge and he, too, was showing signs of irritation, which was unusual for him.

“I couldn’t have put it better myself,” Dave waved his hand towards his friend, “We don’t put fires out, we start them! That’s beautifully expressed. And that’s exactly what I’ll write to tell them. Yeah, this whole album is filled with the themes of fire, flames and a challenge. A call to arms to destroy the old-world order, to kindle the flames of revolution. And using firefighters as a theme for the video is really stupid. They’ve completely failed to understand what our new album is really about.”

He saw that the other band members were all nodding in agreement, and continued:

“I can see that everyone agrees about the first option?”

“Into the fire with it!” Claudio concluded.

“Okay. Let’s burn it.” Headstrong crumpled the script in his fist and tossed it over his shoulder. “What about the Angel?”

“A rare stinker,” Steve grimaced in disappointment.

“Yeah, I’m not saying that it’s an all-time classic masterpiece,” Dave objected. “It’s a bit in your face and full of Gothic pathos. But there’s something I really like about this idea; it just needs to be refined and polished a little.”

The idea was obviously a bit raw, but something about it had really got its claws into him. The script featured a brutal hairy unshaven angel dressed in an old military uniform looking more like a pot-bellied biker than a messenger from heaven who has come down to earth near a church and ended up blowing it to pieces with a grenade launcher.

“A bit in your face? Are you serious?” Steve animatedly put his guitar down on the floor. “This video has lawsuit written all over it. There won’t be a church in the country that lets you within a hundred feet of their doors, bro, and mothers will hide their kids at the mere sight of your shadow.”

“Guys, let’s just shoot a normal rock n’ roll video with boobs and babes,” Neri suggested and raising his eyebrows added, “I’m ready to take full responsibility for all the casting.”

“Good god, Claudio, why the hell would we put you in charge of casting?” Markus slapped his forehead. “The only thing you know how to work with is your yap. Remember that time in Prague when we trusted you with organizing the…”

The bass player inserted his middle finger into his open mouth, wiggled it back and forth, and then flipped it in the direction of the drummer.

“A weighty argument,” Markus nodded, “it would appear there’s something else you can do as well.”

Everyone burst out laughing, and Claudio blushed, realizing that he had dug himself deeper into a hole with his insulting gesture.

“Boys, can we stop cocking about and concentrate!” Headstrong clapped his hands a couple of times, urging everyone to be quiet and come to order. “The video, guys, we just need to sort the video and we can all go home.”

“So, I’ve already agreed to be in charge of boob casting,” Neri continued, refusing to take the hint and lounging provocatively on his lazy bag, strumming some kind of abstract rhythm on the elastic of his suspenders.

“Hey, bambino, we’re all really tired here and your sparkling, witty and irrelevant comments are particularly irritating at the moment. Not to mention your infuriating suspender strumming, which pisses everyone off. Take a look, even Steve here has put down his guitar to avoid annoying me, but you just keep going on. Cut it out or I’ll be calling a courier to send you back to Italy. In several pieces and in several separate parcels. Then we will get ourselves a calm, unexcitable and most importantly silent bass player from Finland. Who doesn’t fiddle with his fucking suspenders! So, I don’t want to hear a fucking word, unless it’s to do with the script about the angel.”

Dave didn’t like to bring things to such a head and lose his temper and shout at his friends and colleagues. And he realized that he had been partially in the wrong himself for loading so much on the guys for one day. Everyone was tired. He was tired. Frank, the band’s manager, would probably not have approved of the situation they had got themselves into. Although, most likely, he would have simply carried on organizing the transportation, catering and everything else and found an excuse to leave the house on business or just stick around with his laptop and phone, doing things that he felt were more important.

Dave massaged his eyes, behind which a headache was brewing, demanding to be averted and soothed by a well-earned glass of whisky. He glanced around at his fellow band members and could see that everyone was barely able to keep their eyes open. “Okay, let’s call it a day, perhaps we can finish discussing this after recording the acoustic set. Sorry, guys, I’m not myself this evening. Sorry, Neri.”

“That’s all right.”

“But I’m deadly serious about those suspenders.”

“Leave him alone, Dave, he can’t help it, he’s a bass player,” Markus rumbled, getting up from the lazy bag, his long legs clicking loudly in the process. “It’s a mental diagnosis and a grim life sentence all rolled into one. Let’s decide something about the clip and get out of here. It’s dark already.”

“Maybe we can put it off until the day after tomorrow?” Headstrong suggested. “After filming the acoustic set? Then we’ll be fresher and in a better mood to discuss this.”

“Yeah, we’re unlikely to come up with anything today,” Howie chipped in, also getting up to stretch his stiff legs and yawning, “But, as far as I can see, none of us really likes the Angel, right? Let’s quickly decide what’s wrong with it and that’ll give us something to think about between now and Friday when we can talk about it in more detail, is that an idea?”

Lazy bags are a peculiar phenomenon. They’re extremely comfortable to sprawl around in, letting the polystyrene foam balls mold themselves to your shape and lull you into a pleasant torpor. But getting up from them is nothing short of torture and never graceful. You need a helping hand or at least something to lean on. Steve, however, needed neither. He seamlessly flowed from a lying position to a standing one, like a human-shaped streak of mercury.

“You know, bro, I’ve never once regretted inviting this guy into the band,” he nudged Howard lightly with his shoulder. “Although we still have a mountain of work to do before we turn him into a proper rock ‘n’ roll star. But he’s right, each of us needs to say what we think is wrong with the script. I’ve already got it that Claudio here thinks it lacks butts and boobs. And the storyline seems too dark for me.”

“In what way exactly?”

“I mean blowing up a church? It’s taking it too far. With our image, this has got lawsuits and bans written all over it. And do we really need them? I would say no. Is there anything in this script that suggests that it might be worth all the hassle and risk? I would say no to that as well. I just don’t see any great idea in it, do you know what I mean?”

“So, Dave, start again right from the top and tell us what you think is good about this script,” Schreiber suggested.

“Okay,” Dave nodded at his bandmates’ approving remarks and began to pace around the rehearsal room, stretching his fingers. “The first thing I want to make clear is that this script is of no use to us whatsoever in the form that we’ve received it. But this isn’t the first video we’ve made together, and you need to get out of the habit of immediately criticizing and rejecting things out of hand. Or next time, I’ll just let the director and production studio present everything to you themselves so that they can deal with all the shit you hurl at them instead of me. Or Frank.”

“You’re right, bro, I’m sorry,” Markus grunted but Claudio only nodded gloomily in agreement with the drummer.

“Secondly,” Headstrong continued, “because we asked for something bright and cinematic, these smart asses thought they might be able to blow up the budget by shooting some teenage pop extravaganza. Objectively, I think they’ve come up with a good idea but because they’ve been greedy, they haven’t developed it and ended up screwing it up. Just think about it. The image of an angel blowing up a church is not a bad one in itself, it’s definitely provocative and that’s something we very much need. Yes, I agree that they’ve gone too far, but this isn’t the first time this has happened, is it? We are not calling on people to blow up churches. And I don’t see any immediate cause for anyone to take us to court.”

“I sincerely hope you’re right,” Steve grumbled.

“The biker-angel is a very apt symbol for us as rockers who oppose the Church as an institution,” Dave enthused warming to his idea and developing and sharing it with his colleagues. “He is, after all, an angel, you understand? So, he has the license. He is a heavenly avenger; he can administer justice. Perhaps he has been ordained to carry out — a special commission by God? The problem here is just that the topic needs to be developed in the right direction and polished in some places, but on the whole, there is something worthwhile we can make out of it. Instead of throwing this script out, I would twist it in all directions until we find an option based on this celestial demolition man that suits our purposes. Shall we park this idea until the day after tomorrow and return to it later?”

“Maybe you could have some vampires staking out the church? And he’s blowing it up to get rid of them?” Schreiber suggested, suddenly perking up despite Dave’s offer to end the brainstorming session there.

“Yes, Markus, there’s nothing high-budget teenage pop about vampires in a church.”

“Listen, Rayne, you might not like vampires, and that’s fine, but there are some people who do. Especially young people. It’s totally on trend right now.”

“So, you think I don’t like vampires, do you?” Steve put on an evil grimace, “You’re right, I fucking hate the bastards! I would whack them in their coffins, in basements, even in a church! Okay, I admit, vampires in a church are eye-catching, I agree, only you need to be able to carry it off and not turn it into some cheap spoof horror film number.”

“Excellent!” Dave clapped his hands and made a note on the printout, then glanced around at everyone else. “Any more ideas? Come on dudes, wrack your brains!”

“Maybe we could be playing in the church? And he’s shooting at us?” Clark suggested.

“Us in the church? Well, that would be eye-catching, but the problem is we’re all going to get fried when the angel starts shooting rockets at us. And what have we done to deserve this?” Dave thoughtfully scratched the stubble on his chin.

“For opposing the Church and religion?”

“So, where would the moral be in that then? No, Howie, we’re the good guys. There must be a good reason and back story behind all this.”

“And what if we are playing in the church, and there are vampires climbing all around us…?” Howard continued like a dog worrying a bone.

“It’s a cool narrative,” Neri said, slapping him on the shoulder.

“You know, there might even be too much going on in this video but as a whole, I think it’s a move in the right direction, eh, guys?” Dave sensed that everyone was getting inspired, “We’re going to need to save some of these things for our next video. Let’s park the idea there. We are playing in a church, surrounded by vampires, zombies or some other evil monsters… But we are not going to stop, we never give up, ha! It’s good, Howie, you star, we’ll think more about it later.”

Stephen held up his hand to the keyboard player and they bumped fists making a low “Pfffff!” sound as they did so. Headstrong smiled at his friends and made the sign of the horns.

“So, for now, let’s get back to the exterminating angel. We need to find a motive for him doing what he does that can be clearly explained to the audience. Nothing is clear from the script we’ve been sent, and this lack of clarity, to put it mildly, is annoying. We have to convince our audience that this is an angel and not just some demon, do you understand? That he’s actually a good guy. Our dude. And that they should be rooting for him as well as for us. Then they will love both the clip and us, and subconsciously accept what the song is about. Right, that’s all done. You’ve all been great today, you’ve done a great job. Thanks all of you, that’s a wrap! I’ll let Frank know that we’ve got some agreement on what we want from the video. And that the day after tomorrow we’ll meet again to discuss and debrief the agency. But for the time being, we’ll think about how to…”

“Hey guys, listen up, what if…”

♫♫♫

From Elvira92’s blog:

Finally, the new Loyal Revolt video “Burn Down Your House, Baby!” has just been released. Action movies are not usually my thing, you know, but these guys are amazing. Their videos are always cinematic but this one is just one hundred percent blockbuster.

Burn down your house, oh, baby!

Set it all ablaze!

Kick out all parasites

And dull gray days

Burn away your sickness

Burn away the debts

Your house is toxic, baby

So set it all ablaze!

Yes boys, this is really cool, you’ve outdone yourselves this time!

So, what can I tell you about this video, my dark friends? Well, you probably have your own opinions, but I see it like this:

On the screen, I see an angel, shaggy and unshaven in a leather jacket, looking more like a biker than a heavenly messenger who spits into the dust next to a broken cross that lies at his feet and then takes off to join a hurtling vortex host of other celestial warriors. All of them armed to the teeth looking more like a gang of professional mercenaries than God’s army.

Meanwhile, my speakers continue to throb with the band’s powerful guitar riffs, the sound of thunder and my beloved Dave’s hysterical vocals:

You gotta trust me, baby!

Burn your house down!

Join us in the purging blaze

And run baby run!

Forget all the pain and horror

Like a frightful dream

Just leave this sick old home

You no longer need

And the angels in the meantime, dive down onto the sleeping city in a wedge formation, like a squadron of fighters. Their robes fluttering and their long hair and beards riffling in the wind, they have already flicked the safety catches on their weapons and are now pointing them at the streets and houses below.

Bang! The drums explode in time to the hysterical guitar solo, the angels open fire, sweeping block after block in waves of explosions, and the city gradually disappears into the flames of collapsing buildings. Each discharge from the angels’ shotguns or pistols turns into a squall of fire demolishing building after building.

When the world wakes up again

In the light of dawn

You’re gonna see, my baby

That evil is gone

Start all afresh, oh baby

Build your home anew

And never let those vermin

Infect your life for you

It’s also amazing in full HD! I hope Jack reposts this video on his blog quickly before someone complains and YouTube restricts access to it.

This even got me a bit turned on. Hmm… Make that more than a bit…

Thank you, David, you really know how to bring joy to my dark nocturnal soul.

♫♫♫

From Blogger Jack’s blog:

Folks, I bear great tidings! Loyal Revolt have just posted a new video on their YouTube channel! “Burn Down Your House, Baby!” — can be found at:

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=tvG?7F5?7JuYg

In a word, it is out of this world, you’ll just have to see for yourself, how a biker gang of archangels wastes everything and everyone in their path! Download it quick because I reckon it won’t be long before it’s removed and replaced with a censored version. And don’t expect all this gore to be allowed anywhere near the official TV channels. If you don’t have time to download it, drop me a personal message and we will think of something. When I’ve got a moment, I’ll repack it and upload it to my file hosting service.

The new album is totally sick. And the tour is just around the corner, we can’t wait!!!

As usual, leave your comments in my thread. If anyone says they don’t like this video — don’t ever bother visiting my blog again, consider yourself unfriended for eternity :)

So, it’s over and out for now from Blogger Jack, see you later, peace and love!

♫♫♫

You probably want to find out what happened next. And, of course, I’ll tell you everything, seeing as I’ve already started writing this book. After all, that is the whole point, to tell the whole and unvarnished truth. But I’m not going to tell it to you in exact chronological order.

What do you mean, ‘That’s not fair?’ This is my story, and I want to tell it in the sequence that will best reveal its meaning to you. If you don’t like it then you can just turn to the last page now and find out how it all ends. I could never understand people like that, and I sincerely hope you are not one of them. In Poirot’s final case, the murderer is… Poirot! Hope you feel better now?

All right. I get that you’re expecting me to pick up the story from the moment I first found myself in Dave Headstrong’s body. And we’ll get to that soon enough. But before that, I’d like to go back a bit earlier to give you a better idea of who Dave was and what he was like. So that you might fully understand what an evil and bitter irony it was that I ended up in his body.

What I want to show you is not just the world-famous unhinged hooligan rock star that most of you know from the newspapers, magazines, TV channels and radio stations. And not the revolutionary fighting for the liberation of people’s thoughts and basic rights, who a small minority of you came to know from other sources, and, ironically, often the very same, newspapers and magazines, TV channels and radio stations that were so keen to denounce him.

Instead, I want to show you Dave Headstrong as he really was, as I recognized him. The man I came to know from the inside, looking at the world through his eyes, feeling it through his fingertips.

Imagine, if you will, that you have been given a unique ticket and backstage pass to the dressing room of the most scandalous rock star of our century. How you relate to him is totally up to you — you are perfectly within your rights to despise and hate him or adore and worship him — the choice is yours. He was neither a product of Evil nor a messenger from Heaven. He was just a man.

A man with a purpose in his life. With his own convictions and aspirations. With his own fears and complexes. With his own pain and joy. With his own talents and flaws. A man just like millions and millions of you.

It was just that his star was much brighter than most. He knew how to love and hate more than most. To feel things more keenly and then sing about them. The fire raged in him and the fury of the struggle seethed. He was prepared to bang his head against any wall for his ideals, smashing many of them in the process — a ‘head banger’ in the true sense of the word.

I wouldn’t say he was a bad person, but I wouldn’t say he was a good one either. Being an idol to millions of fans does not make you an ideal person. And Dave was very far from perfect. Although he often thought he was infallible, the truth was on his side, and that everyone else could go to hell (or at the very least kiss his ass) if they didn’t agree with him.

It is very important for me to give you a true picture of the real David Headstrong so that you can fully understand the situation I find myself in. I am facing total failure and hopeless defeat. I wanted to save the world, and ended up in the body of some pathetic rock star.

But, perhaps, I’m overdoing it with the epithets. Headstrong certainly wasn’t pathetic in any way, he was still relatively young, incredibly successful, impressively wealthy, diabolically handsome, and stunningly talented.

And all this, of course, was wonderful, but it was not remotely suitable for the purposes of my mission. Because behind this facade was a man known to the whole world as an ardent opponent of the Catholic Church, and indeed just about every other church throughout the world. Militant and intolerant to an almost fanatical degree when it came to organized religion and the clergy. Scandalous and brutal, cynical and unrestrained.

I look back at his past like a scene from a movie. At times, he simply disgusts me while at others he even appeals to me. Dave was an outstanding person who knew how to polarize society into those who were for him and those who were against. Naturally, there were many more who were more against than for him. And even more than the other two combined who simply didn’t give a damn about him. Another scuzzy pop musician? Well, he can just take a hike!

And in all honesty, I have to tell you that Headstrong fully deserved all the love that his admirers (let alone his groupies!) lavished on him, and all the hatred and contempt that his ill-wishers held for him.

After all, this is the twenty-first century, how many people can you seriously expect to get that excited one way or another about a hairy unshaven rocker who is constantly having a go at the Pope and the Vatican? Let them tear lumps out of each other. After all, there are so many more important and genuinely interesting things for people to do in the world! The latest scandals in Hollywood, this season’s fashion trends, nanotechnology, social networks, Black Friday, the latest seasonal menu in their local restaurant, their work colleague’s new smartphone, or even more importantly, remembering their hygienist’s appointment or applying for the coupons they need to get that discount at the shopping mall or to buy their parent’s Christmas gift early so that they won’t have to dash around the shops like a madman on Christmas Eve like they did last year…

All that believing in gods, higher powers and fate was all very well in ancient times. But now they have computers, cars, cell phones and hundreds of other gadgets that would have given them god-like status a couple of thousand years ago. And to be honest, not even a couple of hundred years ago. So, why would they need God now? Why do they need me? The children have grown up and want to live on their own so that the grown-ups don’t interfere with their distractions and entertainment.

And even more to the point, why would they need a Jesus, who has decided to move into the body of a rebellious rock musician who has apparently been at war with him all his adult life? It’s like a bad plot for a cheap sitcom.

But I don’t want to get ahead of myself because right now, it is much more important for you, my readers to understand what Dave Headstrong was like before he became me. Back then, when he was a blazing spear tip pointed straight at my side… sorry, I’m talking about myself again… pointed right at the throat of the Roman Catholic Church.

♫♫♫

Dave could see that after the first song, the audience was well up for it. Thanks to the technicians, who had quickly got the equipment and hall ready, they soon had the sound check sorted and didn’t have to keep the crowds of fans stewing on the street outside. Everything had gone smoothly, the show started on time and the warm-up acts had done a great job. These local kids really knew how to rock. There might be some good synergy to be had with them. He would need to talk with Jenny and the guys about taking them with the band on the next European tour. Someone needs to lend a helping hand to the next generation of talent and give them their chance to be heard.

Likewise, the new tour setlist just blew the audience away. The idea to start the show with “Burn Down Your House, Baby!” had worked a treat, and the next two songs had driven the fans into a total frenzy. By the end of “Patient Zero”, the audience had acquired that perfect level of pace and excitement that transforms it from a disparate conglomeration of individuals into a single organism. A single body with a single heart, beating to the thunder of Markus’s drums, swaying to the rhythm of Claudio’s bass and convulsing to the screams of Steve’s hard riffs. A body liberated of its brain, just a single madly pounding heart and thousands of hands thrust into the air in clenched fists or the sign of the horns. By now, the only purpose the head could serve was to shout, roar, bang and whistle.

Dave loved these moments, when he could sense the crowd beating in unison with him, feeling his emotions, almost being at one with him. It was like tuning a guitar by turning the pegs until you can hear the strings sounding just right. And the false notes produced by each individual string are replaced by the harmony of the pure chord that sustains and vibrates inside you. Headstrong derived enormous pleasure from the energy that radiated out of this mass of people in response to the energy that he had imparted into them.

It was a resonance, a symbiosis, it was like sex and sparring. You pour yourself entirely into the maelstrom of emotions and dish yourself out to those standing before the stage. And in return, you get a hurricane of adoration, ecstasy, a bestial frenzy of aggression and happiness. “Whoever sows the wind will reap the whirlwind”. Like electrical capacitors, they accumulate the charge within themselves, and then discharge their collective emotions into you, as if simultaneously climaxing together and ending up in an exhausted but satisfied heap.

Dave understood that the atmosphere in the air this evening would not materialize every day, and he needed to take advantage of it. To take them to the limit, to tear them apart.

“Hello, Pariiis!” he shouted over the roar of the crowd as the
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